BARBARIAN STORIES

duce their new Arts and Literature. It's a bad busi-
ness being at the end of a period of civilization. But
all the more reason to be hard, as so much of Rome
was hard, and perhaps to be stupid, as the Byzantines
were stupid. So Tom and I stood about with our
shoes and stockings soaked through, at the edge of
that crowd, and knew how little we and they under-
stood one another.

Then a man came up and spoke to Tom, pulling
him away and whispering to him, and after a moment
Tom turned round to me: 'We are being most kindly
offered a place on one of the barges by my friend Mr.
Evans,' and he introduced us formally. When Mr.
Evans was scurrying along in front of us he said into
my ear: *I won a case for him last week: a bit of a
tough, but you should have seen the other side!' I
wondered what the case was about, but couldn't ask
just then. Tom's ex-client certainly looked capable
of any of the more solid and practical forms of crime!

We went down a back street full of delightful ship-
chandlers' shops, that ended with steps down and an
iron rail to hold on to. The water smelt and looked
remarkably nasty, a mixture of Bristol Channel mud
with the inevitable dock filth of even a modern city.
Just not slipping as we got on board the barge, I
couldn't help thinking how very unpleasant it would
be to be drowned in. Even if, as they all said very
loud, he was drunk and warm with brandy.

The barge steamed off and round the corner to its
place in a great semi-circle of them at the dock mouth.
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